whose eyes were blazing, was now confronted by an open,
though calm and smiling adversary. M. Tiercelin, fearful
that some offensive word might provoke an explosion of
patriotism, good-humouredly intervened :

' Come, Monsieur Michaud, you don't need to explain
National-Socialism to a German Officer.*

Michaud could not disguise his surprise at finding
himself confronted by a German officer, and looked at him
wide-eyed.

6 Captain Hatzfeld/1 said the officer, f I apologize for not
having introduced myself just now, but the charm of these
Paris bars is that one can talk so freely, and without minding
the proprieties.'

* A German officer wouldn't need to bother about the
proprieties/ observed Michaud drily.

The officer's face darkened, and a harsh look came into
his face. Michaud was afraid he had been insolent. Feeling
himself grow pale, he hid his face in Olga's hair. Then,
ashamed of his weakness, and still faintly tremulous from
fear, he raised his head, and blurted out:

* Monsieur, you have lost the war.'

< Really, Monsieur Michaud/ protested Tiercelin.
* Really, really !'

* We are winning everywhere,' said Captain Hatzfeld with
a smile.    * In France, Russia, Greece, Norway, and on the
sea.   For the moment, no army exists that can stand up to
ours.    But the enemy is hard at work, and though his
chances seem very faint, it is possible, after all, that we may
lose this war. ... If we do, it's just too bad/ he added
after a moment's silence.  ' We shall win the next one.'

e There won't be a next one/ replied Michaud.
' Monsieur, you do not know Germany.'

1 Captain Hatfcfeld joined the plot against Hitler in 1944. He was hanged
by means of a butcher's hook thrust into his throat.
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